MORNING

" To be perfectly frank, Arthur, what I am trying to
find out is which of the two in this matter I am supposed
to be helping. You or her ? "

" Her more than me," said Arthur.

" You swear you believe that ? "

" Yes, really.   Why do you ask ? "

" I have my own reasons for asking," Waterlow replied,
and in his eyes there was the expression of a man in whose
rnind a plan is forming. " All right, Arthur," he went
on abruptly. " I'll go and see Miss Queenie Walters this
afternoon. Leave the passport with me."

" You'll go and see her this afternoon ? " Arthur
repeated.

"Why not?"

" Oh, I don't know," he stammered. " Wouldn't it be
better if she came to see you ? "

Waterlow looked at him curiously. The young fool
was actually jealous.

" Did she suggest coming to see me ? " he asked.

" No, she didn't suggest it; but I told her you'd
probably want her to come and interview you about
the passport."

" I think she'll be more at home at Mere Bonbon's,"
Waterlow laughed.

" Oh, just as you like, of course," Arthur said almost
sulkily. " Shall I tell her you're coming ? "

" Certainly not. If I find she expects me I shall have
nothing more to say to her."

" The only thing is," Arthur demurred, " she may
be lying down."

" You mean she may not be up yet ? Yes, of course,
she had rather a disturbed night, didn't she? Well, I
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